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PRANKS OF MISCHIEVERS

s de land's sake ! muttered Mammy
Inoked upon her newly baked
ha!f of which now remained.
Yoo there It was, the same cake she had
2 refully placed away In the cake
bk night before;, only now instead
of 10 wopbroken snowy expanse of white
feing thére lay before her a erumbling
roin. In fact, but one-half of the cake
reminined. and the'rest looked as though
an carthouake had struck It
1 wonder whq done took that cake T
wor satin' forto-day,” =ald Mammy to
“1t couldn’t have bheen Mis'
nes, f6r she done come home powerful
e Iast night from the theaytre.”

an &ha

CAMNS nly
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Warar!f.

Then naturally she thought nf the
nes children, and, confident that they
ere the culprits, called them into the
tchen.  There she crafilly s=earched
‘helr countenances for traces of the
ake, but telltale crumbe helng visible

themselves to the cake, This they stoutly

jcence that Mammy was puzzled.
| "1 guess It wuz them pestiferous 1it-
| tle critters, them Mischlevers agaln.
| They're allus doin' things llke that,
botherin' folks and sp'iling things," she
mald, watching meantime for slgna of
gullt on the part of the children.

“Oh, tell y# about the Mischi -what-
aver you call 'em,” shouted little Bobby,
Heelng that she was In for it Mammy,

after oarefully outlining a plot in her
mind, proceeded:
“You know them Mischlevers just as

big as one of your ghooter marbles, hats
coming to a point, and skinny legs and
arma. You never saw one of course,
Nobody did but me, and I come on 'em
by accldent one night. Well, anyway.
they're allus stealln' things, and how
they does It is the funniest way, T know
Just how they took the cake. They ain't
big enough to 1ft a knife and cut it, so
"they uses a plece of string, just like
two men with A& buckeaw cuttin’ down
trees. They gets on each side of the
cake and saws and saws and sawas,
When they cuts off half they saw agaln
| tll they get the pleces small enough to
| carry off and eat ‘'em.”

The eyves of the children were now 8o
wide open with wonder at the tale of the
Httle Mischlevers that Mammy was puz-
zled about the theft of the cake. Just
| then Mra. Jones entered the kitchen and
seeing the remalns of the cake on the
table exclalmed:

"Oh, Mammy, that cake was dellcious! |

Mr. Jones and 1 had some last night be.
cause wea did not have time to get sup-
| per after the show. 1 ¢came out here in
the dark, and after 1T had cut off some
| pleces the rest of It fell on the floor.”

A cry of delight brokea from the chlil-
dren at their vindication, and they
shamed Mammy Into gruffneas by call-
ing her a "make-bellever,” and insisted
| that there were no such things as Mis.
| chlevers.
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S0 HUNGRY WAS BESSIE.
Oh..80 hungry waa little Bessle,
Sha really wasn't, you know, but she
thought she was. 8She had
eaten very heartlly at supper-—had lots
¢ thinge. There were her favorite
apple dumplings and, to crown every-
1hinz. «he had been helped to two plates

bkonestly

of 1

of ice cream
& had for all that looked longingly
At the good things left on the table.

Her father had notleed the look and had
merely smiled at mamma. But mamma
Pl R VPArY Revere expression on her
fi0e because she had again and agaln
v Inetill in the mind of her

tanghter of 7 years the benefit of
lenving the table always with appetite
s ifoent to cat something additional
with a relish,

“%0 1 alwavs do leave the table feel-
ine that 1 could eat something more,”
e4ld lussie one time when there were
gie-ts at the house, and she wondered
whv everybody smiled at her rally.

Tr.re wasn't a particle of doubt this
nig! 1, Lowever, that Bessle went away
from the table feellng that she could
rat a great deal more. When her mother
kissed her good. night after she had

heard her gay her prayers rhe sup-

cd her little daughter would soon

L dreamland.  Nothing of the kind
bariened—at least just then.

v walted and  walted, She

eodn't go to sleep. 8he felt convinced
«he was too hungry to sleep and
Ll 41 tossed and tossed and walted.
I and by she heard papa closing the
and windows and mamma coming

ha stalra,
. anon she heard her father and
mothes preparing to go to bed. 8ha
.1 very attentively. By and by
’ .w their Hght turned out. Then

itedd quite patiently because she
would soon have an oppor-
tonity ta carry out her resolve.
1 what da you think her resolve
Why nothing more or less than
to per womething more to eat. Now
think of that? and she
i real good supper-—all that a
rl really needs at any time,

! walted five minutes, six min- |

nd finally ten minutes, Then
v, very quletly got out of bed.
meonlleht shone through the wine
and the beams played on a little

Wit very hungry anf was determined
her appetite,
stalrs softly Hessla went. Not
dld she make at all. Bhe
the dining room. Then she
in the dark along the
1o the kitchen, For a minute she
}oosed and felt that she had better
he was getting a little afrald
dnrk and she would have gone
K senin, only—as I have told you
Fefore - shie  thought she was very
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felt hir way

B Limoge

S0 whe renched up on the shelf where
¢ kew the matches were kept and
ne. Then she 1it the gas and turned

box, She paused again, be-
» thought she heard a nolse In
Rer niother's room She rememhbered
toa that 4 very bid man in a mask
into the house next door
weels hefore and that al-
near by had heen

ftheny
@ fow
everyvhody
uf fear
Wihie she wan thinking

st

Kt

thils over her

§lance wuined again 1o the joe box. Thay |  “No, buj—Mr, Elephant, dop'k Jock #0g ful Jady and her old fusiloned gorden,

e

| her nightgnwn who thought she |

in |

!;:1nnm- settled it. 8he waa hungry, oh,
&0 hungry, and It made no difference
ahout burglars so long as they were not
In plain elght.

Hessie went to the lce box. What
do you suppose was the first thing that
let her gaze rest upon. Why,
nothing but a great big piece of mince
! ple
mince ple!

=o

she

have Jooked at and longed for
though she was not really hungry
for some reason that great bhig plece of
mince ple was a fascinator,

wssle reached out and scized the ple,
Then she turned out the gas and tip-
toed up stalrs as quletly as a mouse,
carrving the great blg plece of mince
ple In her hand all through the dark
Journey to her llttle bedroom. Finally
 #he reached her room, and closing the
door sofily she got under the bed-
clothes and began to eat tha mince ple.

When the elephant came into Bessie's
bedroom she was awfully afraid, but
only for a little moment. Then he came
right through the window, just as
though he walked on down from the hig
man in the moon who smiled so far
away up in the night sky.

First he waved his trunk over Bes-
sle's bed and then ha waved his tall
He swayed back and forth just llke you
have seen them in the zoo. RBessle felt
like screaming out for her papa, but
gha faund she ecouldn't get her volce.

openly accused them of having helped |

denled with looks of such evident |l'n'm-I

Think of {t—a greatebig plece «-fi
|rose was nodding ¢ lecid
There were other things that she might || u_SpaiAE s &

even |
but |

'
flerce—1 know there I8 not a single
plece of mince ple In the house."

“Not a single plece? What makes
you go sure, Mizs Darsle?”

“Well, 1—-1, well, Mr,
why "

Just then the elephant glanced down |
fon the bedclothes. And didn't he get |
| Well, you just better guess he

Elephant;

|angry?
}dm. What do you think he saw? Why
| nothing more or less than a blg heap of |
| ple crust crumbs,
! "“Ho that Ia why vou know thers I8 no
| more mince ple?" he said In a loud voice,
| “"Ro you ate the mince ple, eh?"

“Why do you say 1 ate [t?" asked
| Beasle, very much frightened.

“There are the crumba; you must
| have eaten It."

“Yes: but you say ‘It !« mince ple|
crumbs. I don't see how you Kknow.
 What makes you say such things to
| me and why are you so sure?”

“1 know mince ple crust crumbs when
'T see them, 1 know pumpkin ple crust
crumbs when 1 mee them. You can't fool |
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SOAP BUBBLE AND POP CORN.

Once there was an old woman who
Ilved in a pipe and her name was Mrs,

| Soap Bubble,

8he had ever so many children, and it
always made her sad to think of them,
hecause just when she began to love

| them the most they left her.

You see It was llke this. Mrs. Boap
Bubble would dwell in her littla pipe
home, minding her own business ani
hoping that everybody else on earth
wns doing the same. Buddenly —every

=

now” and then—there would come a
regular storm.  You might call {t a
hurricane or a tornado. The sallors

call these blg windstorms by these
names, and you can rest assured that
they were np flercer than the storm
that used to come whirling Into the
plpe now and thén,

At thess times Mra. Roap RBubble
would be very much worried agd put
about because she did not know but

me, because 1 have been In the zoo too | every minute was her last. Rhe would |

long. Now let me tell yvou,
cating that plece of ple that
l—r

And when they asked Ressle after- |
'ward for more particulars about why
she screamed untll mamma got up nh"f
will always tell you that the last she
rememhbered was seeing the blg zoo
elephant swinging his trunk and hia!
tall, the end of each having a great big
plece of mince ple tled on with Ivory
rafety pins,

THE ROSE.

“Why, Emily darling, how sweet and |
dear of vou to bring me all those pretty |
jroses and the honeyvsuckle with them |
makes the bouguet smell so sweet.”

“*Mamma sent them to you, and lhl';
says 1 may stay with you this after-
noon if you invite me.”

“Why, of course | want my little
thlly. Come and =it beslde me on the
?;mn‘h swing, and 1 will tell you the
Istory a rose bush always teila to all
[nhn pasa that way,

“It was such a beautiful rose, the
{first of all Its brothers to open its petals
|to be Kissed by the sun. It was happy,
[for 1t knew 1t was beautifnl, as leaf by

just for |
1 \\'nmml1

leaf it opened to the kind sun's ravs,
Then deep in its heart gleamed as a dla- i
mond a crystal drap of dew |

“Now It was late in the morning and
the lady who owaned the garden came
out for a walk. Her heart throbbed
with delleht when s=he saw the rose,
and looking up to heaven she sllently
gave thanks for the beauty all around |
her. !

“Rut allshe gald to the friend who was |
with her was ‘Look, Mabel, what a|
beautiful rose." For she knew har friend, |
being of another mind, would not un- |
derstand the pleasure a thing of beauty
gave her.

“The little rose, who
thoughts, was very happy. But its joy |
|was soon dashed, for Muabel answered, |
‘I know, dear, you love rosss, but I far|
.prefer the honeysuckle growing near ity
The perfume s stronger and 1 think the

knew her

feathery little  vellow white flowers
against thelr dark green leaves much
prettier.”

“Ah' how sad wa= the little roses on

hearing these unkind words.  But the
lady, when her friend was not lonking,
kissed the little rose and bade {1 not
ifn feel unhappy. for nearly evervone in
{the whole world agreed with her that it
jwas the most beautiful and fragrant of
| flowers

“Toward even!ng,

just as the little
o Il was
bedtime, the beautiful lady in a long
white tralling gown came out to walk in
her garden

And when she came to the rose bush |
she lald her hot cheek agalnst the
little rose and kissed it, causing it to
open  all i#ts  little petals with  the
warmth of her breath.

“I have a secret for you, pretty one”
she sald, “my lover is coming back to-
night from beyond the seas. Many, '
many days have 1 awaited his return,
but at last he is coming. Bweet rose,
will you lend me the beauty of your |
presence that I may look more beautiful |
in his slght?” |

How glad the little rose was, Could |
life hold anything more precions? Thap |
it might be with the beautiful lady in
her hour of happiness.

How happy It was when the lady |
gathered It with her own falr hands |
and placed 1t on her breast In the folds |

of her soft white gown, |
Just then the doorbell tinkled inl
the distance and the rose could fes !

All she could do was to stare at the ele-
phant,

| 8Suddenly the elephant began to tnlk,I

Tt may seem strange o you to think|

that an elephant can talk, but under!
'same clrcumstances they cerainly can
do sn, And thils elephant was in the
middle of one of the circumstances, Said
‘he In his trumpety volce:

“Iessle, give me something to eat and
glva 1t to me quickly. I broke out of
the zoo this afternoon and now 1 am
(sorry for It. They always gave me
enough to eat there, but T never was
|gatisfind. 8o I hroke out this afternoon
land I am searching for more food. And
inow I want yon to glve me some. You
ought 20 have plenty of [t hera, They
|tell ma there is always plenty on your
| table.”

“I"lease, Mr. Flephant," asked Beasie
timidly, “what kind of food do you eat?
I'm not so afrald of you as I was, for
now I remember T must have seen you
at tha zoo many, manyg times. I don't
recall what sort of food you ate there,”

“Nover mind what sort of food T ate
there,” answered the elephant In a
gurff way. “Never mind what sort, 1
left because of the old sort. 1 want
something entirely new. Yes, sir; 1 want
something entirely new.”

“Well, what may that he, Mr. Ele-
phant?" questloned Bessle; and she was
#o eager to please the hilg fellow and
80 not get hurt that she rose up in bed
and held out her hands to him implor-
Ingly.

“Oh! 1t's just thls: I've got to have
rome mineca plece; I must have mince
[ple. 1f I don't get a great big plece of
minca ple 1'll make troubla for the
whole neighborhood, and 1'll start right
here In this house. Be lively now, Hes-
leq-: bring the mince pis*

“Hut, Mr. Elephant, 1 am pretty sure
there 18 no mince ple In our house. Tn
fact 1 am qulte positive there 18 none."
| “You are positive, How can you he so
| positive? Are you In charge of the
L mince ple?” |

{ her heart beat as she whispered, *ft
||,~|

he. |

Then a deep, rich volee ealled through
the twilight. “Where art thou, mw
soul's desire? Oh, lady beautiful, where
have you hidden yourself?"

While the lady laughingly Etretched |
owt her hands In greeting to the hand- |
some stranger. But the little rose felt !
her heart throb more and more 1

“What a beautiful night It {s,” the
deep rich volce continued, “My car is
at the door, suppose we go for a lttle |

ride? Don't put on your hat,” he .
sald, “1 will wrap this moft scarf !
around your shoulders,

and we will |
drive very slowly." |
The little rose had by now gone
fast aslecp, when it was awakened hy
A terrible crash, a rending of wond,
The heart over which he lay was quite
stlll.  The beautiful lady was dead,
Thers was a great hubbub all around
and the little rose made out that the
people In the other auto had not no-
ticed them In the dark, |
The owner of the machine that had
run into them ecalled out anxlously, !
"How are they doctor? Any chance for
elther of them?"
“Nothing to be done for the lady,”!
he answered. “The man's heart still
beats, but I doubt whether he llves
until we can get to the nearest house,"
Bo they gently lfted them Into Ih-:
car and drove swiftly to the home of '
the beautiful lady, which was the near-
est place. Ah! what a sad homecom-
Ing. They lald them pide by side. For
the doctor's words proved anly too true. |
The lover was dead also,

her friends sald, “"What shall we ol
with this rose on her hosom?'* l

And others sald, “Let us place {t on
the grave, for she loved flowers."

Bo they did, and the rose took root
and In time became a large bush, hold- |
Ing many pretty roses, and ams sach onc
opened ils petals to the sun the rose
hush told it the sad story of the heauti-

try to shrink herself into the smallest
possible space In the pipe home, g0 as
to escape the tempest and hope hy
making herself smaill and Insignifican:
the flurry would pass her by,

Despite meveral adverse experiences
she never gave up confidence that when
tha next storm came along she would
bhe able by dwindling herself {nto a very
closa compass to escape the dire of-
fecta, Rhe planned ,and schemed to
get Into A new corner of the plpe and
how to cling to the sldes when the
winds roared the loudest.. SBeveral times
ehe
her hold on her home--swaving back
and forth lighter than a feather,

As may he Imagined, her anxiety
about the hig winds was Increased
when she had her children about her,
It was hard enough task to grip the
pipe home sides for her own protection,
but when the children were about 1t
was tenfold more difficult,.  And to
maka It worge the children meemed
only too eager to get away from thelr
mother's house,
Bubbue snuggled close to
#ought her very hardesh 20 detaln
them, bul they would bob and dance
out of her grasp and finally break away
and soar off on the wings
tempest,

Well, 1t was just at one of these
storm times when Mrs. Soap Bubble
was asieep In the pipe house with six
of her little children cuddling along alde
of her-—they were very, very little chil-
dren and so light and alry looking that
you would have had to admire them,
although they were no blgger than a
peach pit at this very time.

It was at & moment when Mra, Roap
Bubble felt most secure, She was In a
fluttering doze, A lttle boy came Into
the kitchen and reached up Into the
shell where the pipe house was located
and lifted the house and Mrs, Roap
Bubble and all the six little Soap Rub-
bles down on to the Kitchen table

Then he drew a cup full of hot water,
And then he got a piece of goap. Angl
then he put the plece of soap down in
the cup of hot water

Mrs, Soap Bubble had been awakened | before, but it 18 hard
by the time she was remobved from the | edge-—to lose six chlldren at one time
had #o much | and not feel depressed.

kitchen shelf. She had
experience that she knew very well that
a storm was coming. She tried to gat

a firmer hold on the slde of the pipe. | feit that she could not endure many

had been on the verge of loosing |

|o.-t|rr. couldn't get over the amusement

l

Many times Mra. Soap  tention to the other skylarking Boap
them and | Bubbles, but they flirted and twisted and

of the!|T

Whispering to her children In order tn|

give them confldence she used this pur'—.'.th- wondered why she had not been |

posely disdainful style:

“Don‘t mind what's golng on,
dren' Don't get swelled up
curfosity. This boy who has lifted our
home out of the kitchen shelf s only
what they call a blower When von

chil-

get older you will know what a blower | here again and takes my home from the

with | She

Robert and Johnny, the bunny twins,
who were watching the hunter and his
dog the other day from the edge of the

they had at that time.

The bold Robert, who all but threw
a stone down, was still bent on mischief,
They heard the barking occasionally, so
they knew that the hunter and his
comical dog would In all probabllity be
at the same spot soon.

At any rate, the daring one of the
bunny twins was determined to ses the |
funny sight again. But he thought of |
a little g¢ick that he would try. 1t was
to fool the man and the dog by placing
a rabbit on the edge of the cliff. Of
eourss dt wasn't a real rabbit; it wasn't
even made of real rabbit skin, but of a |
kind of fuzzy woollen cloth or something
of that sort. 1t was an old toy, any-
how, this stuffed rabbit fastened to Il

".’l
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little board on wheela.
Johnny didn't want to take part In‘lﬂmllldﬂr and fired,

thia prank at all, but Johnany's help! “Bang!" went the gun, and a e¢loud
was needed In getting the toy over to|of smoke hid everything for A moment
the place. He consented, as it happened  from view.

the wind blew that day In such a way | Timorous Johnny, to he wsure, ran
as not to carry the intelligence to the when he heard the gun, but the doughty
dog's sensitive nose that any of the | Robert stopped a second to see what
rabbit clan were Iin that neilghborhood.' there was to see when the smoke would

stood up, seized his gun, put it to his

| teit game; he barked and jumped. This

Ho while Robert pulled the string his |
brother helped by pushing a wee bit
from the back. |

Boon they had it placed close to the |
edge, when they stepped back a littie |
and walted (after Robert had tHrnvmi
a little pebble down) for the fun to|
begin. |

They didn't have long to walt. The |
dog was the first to apy the counter-

|

made the man turn to see what was
the matter; when he saw the rabbit he

agaln to her six chlldren to pay no at-

gquirmed on the slde of the pipe and
paid no heed. Finally the boy gave a
m ty puff—a . regular monster puff,
wias the climax of Mrs. Boap Bub-
ble't woe. Her six children—who had
‘n almost as large as she within
haf a minute—and a dozen other Soap
Bubbles who wanted to msee the waria
Lroke away from the pipe bowl and;” ,se
into the air. ’

[tut Mrs, Soap Bubble, regardiess of
her grief at the losa of her children,
nung on. When the boy blew hard she
held on harder. At last in order to
got his breath he ceased to blow for a
mpecond, inhallng the alr. That was the
time that Mrs. Soap Bubble was drawn
right down Into the bowl of the pipe.
The boy, suddeny tired of play, emptled
the water and replaced the soap. Then
he put the pipe on the shelf and went
off.

Mrs. Soap Bubhle had shrunk down to
her very smallest. Bhe did not dare-—
well, she handly dared to breathe. She
had been through the same experience
vou will acknowl-

She began to cry and this almost
alwayvs i= fatal to a’ soap bubble. She
more of the boy blowlng hurricanea,
blown away. She began to fear the con-
soquences when the next storm runw.!
was altongether worried and sick, |
She began to whimper something like
this:

“l know when that boy comes down

[aem———— e
Pussy
See the Papa Pussy go
Softly on his tippie-toe
I don’t think it's very nice
To catch the cunning little mice.
e == ———w)

——
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8, but the trouble may be that you may
die finding out; if you are overcurious.
8o keep still and don't get puffed up
with ecuriosity.”

The lttle boy took up the pipe home

| nnd plunged It half submerged Into the

cup of hot water with soap. Mra. Boap
Rubble held on hard and warned her
children again,

1tut the boy blew Intn the stem of the
pipe.  Oh, how he blew and blew and
blew., His cheeks bulged away out be-
causa he blew so hard. And he got as

and the way he blew,

Well, right out of the bowl of the) fears were very foolish she¢ heard the

pipe alongslide of Mrs. Soap Bubble rose
a seore of other SBoap Bubbles, And In
among them were Mrs, Soup Bubble's
glx, They climbhed up the side of the
bowl, and how they danced and jumped,
holding on to one another as though
each one was the twin of the other.

|

When they burled the beautiful lady | red -well, you should have seen him| nn sign of the young storm and just

shelf that I will not have strength
enough to hold on. 1 just know 1 will
not. And I don't know what to do. If

1 were only a solid person, but I am
only a bubble”

While Mrs., Boap Bubble was talking
#hé heard a strange wort of & crackling
gotind In the closet near her pipe home
She shrank even Into smaller space than
she was, fearing that It might be the
boy agaln, who was detarmined upon
setting up another storm.

But after quite a pause she could see

when she was ahout to consider that her

crackling sound again, Bhe hardly
dared to breathe, although her bubbla
sides heaved back and forth as though
#ho had a bad case of heart fallure,
Then came A volee:

“How do you do, Mrs. Boap Bubble?"

Mrs. Soap Bubble dared not answer.

drs. Houp Bubble cried agaln apdl 1 eadd bow d you dey Mrs Boap

Bubble?' came the volece once more.
“Why don't you answer me?"

Mrs. Soap Bubble inclined a soapy
gaze In the direction of the shelf just
above where her plpe home was located.
She thought she saw a round object—
Just exactly am round as herself—but
could not make out exactly what It was
in the dim light,

“I wish you would answer me,” agalin
came the volce. "I =ee you ara In trou-
ble and I may do you good.”

This rather emboldened Mrs. Soap
Bubble, and she plucked up eufficlent
courage to reply In a little wishwashy
watery tone:

“I hear yvou, but I do not know who
vou are, and perhaps after all the perll
I have gone through it would be safer
not to know you any better.”

“Oh, ves, it would, 1 can assure you.
Here, now, just tn show yvou you should
have more confldence when a friendly
offer is made 1'l! roll out of my way and
take the risk of breaking when 1 drop
from my shelf down to yours,"

“Risk of breaking?" asked Mrs. Soap
Bubble In rurprize. ‘I can’'t make out
what you mean. | know I might break
very easy, but 1 didn't suppose there
were any lHke me that I did not know
about befare this.”

“Oh, I'm like you in shape and exact
size-—Just a trifle smaller—but I don't
break quite so easy. My name ls Mr,
Popeorn.”

“I'm glad to hear of you, Mr. Pop-
corn,” sald Mrs. Soap Rubble, And
then she added In quite a little fear

“Are you really
me?"

“Yee,”" answered Mr. Popcorn, ‘“but
TI'll have to take quite a drap as sure
as my name is Mr. Pop. Here goes,
though!"

In another instant Mrs. Soap Bubbhle
heard the strange cracking and rolling,
and then—bing  down from the shelf
above fell something that was red and
round with little puffs all over it. Mrs,
Soap Bubble gasped hecause the ohject
rolled right up close to her pipe home
and she thought for a second that the
home would hreak in pleces and her life
would be ended, i

“Don’t be afrald, Mrs. S8oap Rubble,” |
sald Mr. Popcorn-—for sure enough It |
was he. “Don’t be afrald. T don't ln-'
tend to do you any harm. T just like
you, In fact when I've seen you during |
the last twoor three storms I havebeen
filled with great admiration for you.
You really look so beautiful when the |
light shines through yon, You sea 1
haven't any such beautiful look. Nor
have I ever had any children except
those that were all solld lke | am. |
I saw your children leave you, and 1
must say I couldn't make out how chil- '
ren could leave so beautiful & mother.”

Now do you know that Mrs. Soap |
Bubble rather swelled ap in her pipe !
home-—yes, almost as much as when
she was blown up by the storms the
Boy had started. |

“Oh,"” she murmured. “It I= niee to|
know wou are appreciated, even though |

soming down to visit

you are but a Soap Bubble. I'm glad|
you like me. Yes, and 1 appreciate
your sympathy in the loss of my |

children. Do you know that 1 have lost
altogether through thoge storms nearly
a thousand children?”

“Is It possible?” gasped Mr, Poprorn
*T never would have thought of it, I
can hardly belleve that children could |
be so ungrateful.” ‘ ‘

“Nelther can 1, sald Mre, 8oap Bub-
ble. “Stlll 1 don't know ns I blame
them. They may not have been so
strong as | and i1 may have been harder |
to have held on."

There was quite a pausa. Mra, Soap |
Bubble remained half blown up so that |
she could look over tha side of her pipe
home bowl and Mr, Popeorn’ rolled a
little closer, |

“Do you know, Mrs. Boap Bubble" ba
sald In gentle tones, "1 think If we
were to got married we would be very
happy and T could protect you amainm'
the rtorms." |

“Oh, dear me," sald Mrs, Soap BubbM, §

“Yea Indeed,” went on Mr. Popeorg, |
“and 1 have a great plan for your ape|
proval.”

“Oh, my, T know nothing about plans,” |
answered Mrs. Soap Bubble. “All 1
know about {8 how to hold on fast!
when there is a storm started by that|
dreadful Boy.”

clear away.

Robert needn’t  have llngered, for
there wasn't anything to see. The toy
had been shot to bits. Not even a shred
of the fuzzy wool was left big enough
to furnish a dinner for a moth.

When the dog succeeded In reaching
the top of the cliff all he found to:take
back to his master was a little board
with wheels attached. In the meantime
Robert was followlng his brother home
to the warren, where In safety they
could titter and chuckle over thelr 4ark.

X

“Well, here Is the plan. When the
Boy starts a storm I'll roll right close to
the bowl of your pipe home. When he
blows you into your largest form. you
just lean toward me like you did with
your children. Then, you see, I'll roll
right inside so that I'll bo like a wmolid
Soap Bubble, Then when the Boy blows
his hardest you unloosen your hold on
the pipe bowl and we'll soar away. Your
bubble part will
through the window. My popcorn-part
will keep the wind from blowing through
you and blowing you to pleces. Will you
do 1t?" 3

Just as Mre Boap Bubble was utter-
ing a faint “yes” they both hecrd steps
descending the stairs into the kitchen.
It was the Boy again. F.e came to the
shelf. L

“Why, here Is a popcorn ball,” he said
in a pleased way. “After 1 blow some
bubblies I'll have a popeorn treat.” *

So he lifted Mrs. Boap Bubble's plipe
home down to the table in one hand and
Mr. Popcorn in the other. There they
were on the table side by eide. Thén he
dipped the pipe home in soap and Water
and blew and blew. Mrs. Soap Buhble
had hard work to hold on, but she did,
hoping that what Mr. Popcorn promised
would come true, ol

Just then the Boy put down the pipe
with Mrs. Boap Bubble half out over
the side,

‘I'll have that popcorn now,” sald he,
reaching for the ball

But would you bdlleve it, Mr. Pop-
corn leaned over agalnst Mrs. Soap
Bubble just as he had promised., Mrs.
Soap Bubble recelved him within her-
self as she had promised. And before
the Boy knew it Mrs. Boap Bubble had
let go the plpe home and up she floated
in the air and out of the window with
Mr. Popcorn, her husband, inside pro-
tecting her from the winds that might
have blown her to plecea.

JEANIE WEENIE AND THE B0G-
GLES.

Watching for the Boggles,

Jeanle Weenle had heard a great
many storics about the boggles, and she
was very anxious to see one. Maother
had sald that she must wait till she
was bigger and then Fairy Im-aj-4-na-
shun would let her have a glimpse of
the queer, friendly ltrle kitchen people
who held their frollcs when other folks
wera  asleep.  But  Jeanie Weenle
wanted to see a boggle “right off.”

“Mayn't 1 git up just a little while to-
night and watch for them, mother?"
she hegred.

Her mother consldered. “It's going
to be a hot night,” she sald, “so you
may sit up till half past nine, Jeanle
Weenle, but no longer, even if the
boggles do not enme at all”

“You won't be frightened, dearle, if
I go out on the porch with daddy?"
asked her mother, “If you call we will
come right away, you know."

Jeanie Weenle shook her eurls,
“Course 1I'm not afraid,” she sald
stoutly, 8o her mother went out and

by wnd by Jeanie Weenle heard her
lalking to daddy on the porch.
Suddeniy she sat up straight, wide
awake, What was that nolse? The
closet dobr was moving slowly, slowly.
Bomething —somebody was coming out
of the closet—now that somebody
moved along the edge of the floor and
made a rustling sound under the sink,
where Della plled the old newspapers.
“It's a bhoggle!"
Somaothing-—somebody—was elimbing
the leg of the table, It reached the

top and moved nearer, nearer! A lite
tlle  gray shape—a hoggle. Jeanle
Weenle was not frightened, but hep

heart beat fa. and her throat felt very
dry. Tt was hard to swallow. .

A quick step sounded on the porch,
Whisk'!- the gray shape was gone.

“Oh, daddy, you scared my boggla
away'"” The little girl’a eyes were filled
with teara as she looked up into daddy's
face. "He was 86 cute—all gray. And
he snt op the table and looked at' me.”

“You don't say so!" Daddy certalnlp
was astonished. “A gray one! Are you
sure it wasn't & moune "’

He stooped and _gatherad her e —a&
tired sleepy bundle. Jeanie Weenie
sighed and dropped her head op hig

“That's just it,” put in Mr. Popcorn | 8houlder,

eagerly. “Listen. You know how all
of your children sprang from vou when
the Boy blew up the storm? You know
how first one and then another and
then another formed into bubhble chil-
dren on every side of you?"

“Yes,' sald Mrs. Soap Bubble appre-
hensive'y,

Jeanle Weenle roused as the cool
eheets were drawn over her. “Imddy,
I-1 thought It was a boggle, but igaybe
it war a fairy,” she sald,

Daddy kissed her gooad night.
all tha goond fairies and good boggl
watch over my Jeanie Weenle," :
whispered softly.
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